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Text :  Hebrews,  xiii.  1. — Let  brotherly  love  continue. 

To  this  apostolic  exhortation  you  will  all  say, 
Amen!  We  are  here  assembled  to  celebrate  the 
seventy-first  anniversary  of  the  Independent  Order 
of  Oddfellows.  No  apology  is  necessary  for  the 
public  demonstration  of  to-day,  or  our  appearance 
in  this  house,  dedicated  to  the  service  and  worship 
of  Almighty  God.  The  moral  status  and  work  of 
Oddfellowship  is  presumable  from  its  tendencies. 
The  following  extract  from  a  leader  in  the  last 
D  >MINION  ODDFELLOW  will  present  to  the  public 
facts  worthy  their  carefullest  consideration  : 

"On  the  26th  April,  1819,  there  were  but  five 
Oddfellows ;  on  the  26th  April,  1890,  if  the  exact 
membership  could  be  tabulated,  there  would  be 
found  not  less  than  650,000.  On  each  day  of  the 
week  about  200  men  are  initiated  into  the  Order. 
Day  after  day  there  passes  from  its  aggregated 
treasuries  a  continuous  stream  of  relief :  five  dollars 
every  minute,  $300  every  hour,  $7,200  every  day, 
$50,400  every  week,  $218,400  every  month,  mora 
than  two  and  a  half  millions  in  the  year  !  " 


By  a  law  of  presumptive  evidence,  we  may 
reasonably  conclude  thatany  organization,  or  system 
of  philosophy,  or  religion  has  originated  in  truth 
and  love  for  mankind,  if  its  unrestricted  influences 
attach  men  to  the  right,  and  link  them  together  in 
a  wide  spread  brotherhood  for  the  alleviation  of 
human  sorrows  and  the  moral  emancipation  of  our 
race.  In  any  institution  that  presents  to  the 
world  a  just  solicitude  for  the  physical  happiness 
and  moral  well-being  of  its  members — that  would 
lead  men  out  of  the  wrong  with  its  woes,  into  the 
right  with  its  joys — is  found  a  something  that 
must  appeal  to  men's  hearts  and  excite  their  ad- 
miration, even  if  it  fails  to  secure  their  allegiance. 
Look  abroad  in  this  day's  world,  or  look  back  upon 
the  history  of  ages  past,  and  ask  for  those  on 
whom  the  enthusiasm  and  pride  and  affection  of 
men  love  to  dwell.  Who  are  they  ?  Read  the 
names  of  the  generous,  the  philanthropic  and  the 
good  !  By  common  consent  the  names  of  Howard, 
Wilberforce,  Livingstone,  Stanley,  are  the  grandest 
of  names.  Beside  such  stars  of  fame,  the  lustre  of  a 
Napoleon  or  Rothschild  fade  away  as  glow  worms 
at  sunrise.  Even  lordly  reason  must  acknowledge 
the  supremacy  of  virtue  and  love.  My  mind  is 
awed  in  the  presence  of  Plato's  kingly  intellect, 
but  I  long  to  embrace  the  virtuous,  the  brave,  the 
generous  Chevalier  Bayard,  who,  when  wounded 
to  the  death,  passed  his  canteen  to  a  common 
soldier  dying  on  the  same  battle-field. 

To-day  we  evoke  from  the  shadows  of  times 
gone  by,  the  honoured  founders  of  American  Odd 


fellowship.  Around  their  revered  heads  gathers 
the  halo  of  everlasting  admiration  ;  upon  their 
brows  are  wreaths  woven  by  the  fingers  of  Sorrow, 
tied  by  the  grateful  widows'  hands,  and  adorned 
by  the  sparkle  of  the  thankful  orphans'  tears. 
All  hail!  Thomas  Wildey,  John  Welch,  John 
Duncan,  John  Cheathem  and  Richard  Rushworth. 
All  hail,  on  this  our  Natal  Day  !  Untitled  men 
were  these,  but  they  belonged  to  the  aristocracy  of 
morals,  the  peerage  of  the  Lord  Jesus  Christ. 
Uncallendared  saints  are  these,  save  in  our  simple 
book  of  forms,  yet  the  grand  principles  they  lived, 
loved,  and  iegacied  to  us,  shall  continue  to  stir  the 
hearts  of  men,  leaven  society,  and  uplift  the  race, 
until  friendship,  love  and  truth  shall  become  the 
practice  of  common  life,  and  this  round  world 
vocal  with  the  heaven  inspired  songs  of  brotherly 
love. 

Our  age  is  distinguished  for  its  moral  and  bene- 
volent associations.  Some  of  these  are  distinct  and 
sectarian.  To  such  I  have  now  no  reference.  Others 
are  catholic  and  philanthropic  in  their  character. 
These  assume  a  peculiar  interest.  Of  this  latter 
class,  Oddfellowship  stands  pre-eminent.  ID  has 
organized  the  Bible  idea  of  mutual  service,  relief 
and  protection,  and  to-day  in  its  compact  and 
wide-reaching  fellowship,  presents  to  the  world 
the  realization  of  the  bright  dream  of  tLe  ages,  a 
perfected  benevolent  society,  its  foundations,  the 
Fatherhood  of  God,  and  brotherhood  of  man,  its 
pillars,  eternal  truth,  its  strength,  undying  friend- 
ship, its  inspiration,  a  love  as  wide  as  the  world. 


For  ages  men  held  as  a  cold,  heartless,  theological 
formula,  the  doctrine  of  the  Divine  Paternity.  To 
us  of  this  nineteenth  century  it  has  come  as  a  real, 
vital,  heart-dwelling  truth — hence  its  correlative — 
universal  brotherhood,  represented  in  the  bonds 
and  sympathies  of  the  Order  whose  Natal  Day  we 
celebrate  on  this  occasion. 

I  desire  to  present  for  your  consideration  two 
thoughts.  First,  the  unfolding  of  the  idea  of  uni- 
versal brotherhood  in  the  world's  history.  Second- 
ly, the  embodiment  and  enlifement  of  this  idea  in 
the  Independent  Order  of  Oddfellows. 

First,  the  development  of  the  idea  of  universal 
brotherhood  ;  please  give  me  your  best  attention,  as 
I  must  compress  nineteen  centuries  in  fewer 
minutes.  Men  followed  the  light  of  nature,  and 
it  left  them  in  the  night.  We  read  of  ages  of 
speculation ;  they  all  ended  in  scepticism.  The 
world  listened  to  reason,  only  to  be  deceived, 
bewildered,  and  led  astray  ;  for,  although  pacing 
along  the  centuries  with  the  gait  and  grace  of  a 
god,  reason  has  only  built  fanciful  castles,  useless 
as  a  shelter  in  the  storm  andf-trife  of  life.  To-day 
we  have  a  aew  philosophy,  the  phil  sophy  of  ex- 
perience. History,  but  yesterday  an  idle  tale,  be- 
comes an  Epic,  a  Prophecy,  a  Bible.  Like  a  pic- 
tured and  large  printed  page  it  lies  open  before  us, 
traced  with  peoples,  continents  and  years,  to  be 
read  by  ever  deepening  interest  by  the  succeeding 
generations  of  men.  Atheism  made  effort  to  read 
the  book,  but  her  blind  eyes  failed  to  connect  the 
sentences,  missed  the  holy  rythm  of  its  language, 


and  answered  concerning  its  teachings  in  incoher- 
ent phrase  or  dark  denial.  Materialism  tried  to 
read  the  book,  but  her  numb  fingers  so  fumbled 
the  pages,  and  her  stony  stare  so  blurred  the 
celestial  lines,  that  all  she  muttered  was  physiology, 
climate,  diet. 

I  know  that  nature  is  strong.  I  know  that  the 
skies  lend  their  tints  to  man's  thoughts,  that  the 
snows  as  they  fall  drop  their  flakes  in  the  blood 
that  the  plash  of  fountains,  and  the  songs  of  birds, 
and  the  roar  of  seas  are  woven  into  his  life.  I 
know  that  he  has  come  across  the  centuries  buffe- 
ted by  the  elements  and  coloured  by  the  zones,  but 
there  is  a  spirit  in  mall,  and  that  spirit  is  stronger 
than  the  winds  and  waves,  the  skies  and  stars.  A 
nation  is  made  by  its  -  instincts,  and  its  instincts 
come  from  God.  Dark  and  deep  they  lie,  down 
under  all  creeds,  and  codes,  and  literatures,  ever 
restless,  ever  rising,  silent  and  resistless  as  the 
waves  of  the  sea.  Call  it  nature,  call  it  reason, 
call  it  faith,  I  tell  you  it  is  instinct  that  is  moving 
and  guiding  the  world.  The  world's  heart  has 
said  "  There  is  a  God,"  and  this  race-wide  instinct 
has  defied  the  impious  food  of  Atheism  to  crush  it, 
or  the  breath  of  a  cold  Materialism  to  wither  it 
away.  Upon  its  conception  of  this  controller, 
maintainer,  this'  God,  a  nation's  character  and 
growth  depends.  India  sought  him  in  a  vast  ab- 
straction ;  Egypt  in  the  reptiles  and  the  stars  ; 
Greece  studied  man,  and  found  a  God  in  the  heart 
of  humanity.  That  marks  an  era  in  the  history 
of  the  world.  Twenty  centuries  are  builded  on 
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"Know  thyself."  But  thus  deified  humanity  could 
not  see  beyond  the  gates  of  Athens,  and  soon  all 
the  people  went  to  Rome.  At  Rome,  a  god  of 
power  took  the  world  in  his  arms,  but  all  he  knew 
or  taught  was  "  I  am  a  Roman."  He  knew  no 
individual.  The  state  was  all.  He  lived  in  public. 
He  had  no  home.  The  world  had  centralized  too 
soon.  Upon  this  magnificent  structure  God's 
hammer  fell,  and  from  the  wreck  the  individual 
arose  born  of  order,  liberty  and  love.  The  Refor- 
mation, strong  with  the  strength  of  heaven,  came 
and  gave  him  a  conscience.  The  centuries  moved 
on  and  out  into  the  light.  God  spoke,  man  listened 
and  obeyed.  The  winds  became  voiced ;  they 
rushed  down  from  the  mountains  and  out  to  the 
sea  crying  "I  will  work  for.  you,"  and  the  black 
spirits  of  superstition  that  had  hidden  in  the  hills 
and  lurked  in  the  caverns  came  trembling  to  kneel 
at  the  feet  of  man  their  acknowledged  lord.  Then 
the  rain  from  the  clouds,  and  the  spray  from  the 
billov  s,  and  the  water  from  the  rivers  leaped  into 
the  engines  man  had  made,  and  shouted  "  Haste 
on !  Haste  on  ! "  Then  the  red  lightning  ran 
round  the  white  track  of  the  heavens  saying, 
"  Give  me  your  words !  Give  me  your  words  ! 
that  I  may  carry  them  to  the  ends  of  the  earth." 
and  lo !  walls,  barriers,  deserts,  seas,  oceans, 
mountains,  vanished.  The  night  had  gone,  the 
morning  had  come.  Face  to  face  the  nations 
stood ;  a  moment  looked,  then  spoke.  Dreams 
became  realities,  instincts,  eternal  truths,  and 
from  the  depths  of  man's  consciousness  there 
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leaped  to  his  lips  the  words,  God  !  Father !  Man  ! 
Brother  !  That  explains  to-day.  Look  at  our 
nineteenth  century  civilization,  its  philosophy, 
science,  art,  literature,  business,  discovery,  hospit- 
als, asylums,  humane  societies  and  charitable 
institutions.  The  story  of  the  good  Samaritan  is 
the  source  of  these  splendid  results.  Standing 
with  the  Divine  Son  of  the  Eternal  Father,  when 
he  spake  the  great  law,  '*  Love  thy  neighbour  as 
thyself,"  we  stand  at  the  head  waters  of  human 
history.  From  thence  a  mighty  energy  was  poured 
into  the  world,  whose  influence  is  evident  in  the 
best  achievements  of  the  ages.  Proportionately 
with  its  development  there  have  come  to  men 
peace,  order,  contentment,  good  government,  all 
the  fruits  of  labour,  and  the  countless  blossoms 
that  are  the  fragrant  rewards  of  friendship,  love, 
and  truth.  And  while  we  must  sorrowfully  admit 
that  our  civilization  has  not  fully  outgrown  the 
heathenism  of  caste,  the  pharisaic  bigotry  that 
assumes  to  appropriate  heaven's  good  will,  the  sel- 
fish hoarding,  the  grasping  greed,  the  grinding 
monopoly  that  knock  down  and  trample  under 
foot  the  weaker  man,  echoing  the  while  the  old 
contempt  of  Cain,  and  scornfully  crying,  "  Am  I 
my  brother's  keeper?"  Yet,  in  the  manifold 
methods  of  co-operation  and  mutual  service,  organ- 
ized aid  and  voluntary  charities,  world-wide  com- 
merce and  race- wide  beneficence,  our  gifts  and 
graces  work  universal  benefit,  and  heaven's  favour 
is  becoming  diffused  like  the  sunshine,  the  waste 
places  grow  verdant,  the  dreariest  poverty  is  bel- 
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ted  about  by  the  light,  and  the  strongholds  of  guilt 
and  misery  sink  down,  and  blessed  institutions  rise 
up,  and  industry  takes  the  place  of  crime,  and 
cursings  are  exchanged  for  songs,  and  the  most 
wretched  sees  the  immortal  light,  and  is  lifted  up 
by  the  grand  thought,  "  God  is  my  father  j  I  am  a 
man,  and  man  is  my  brother." 

Notice  secondly,  brotherhood  as  exemplified  in 
Oddfellowship.  By  common  consent  the  three 
links,  "  Friendship,  Love,  and  Truth,"  are  ele- 
ments capable  of  producing  the  noblest  type  of 
social  and  moral  life.  Man  is  made  for  society. 
Life  runs  into  life,  by  the  same  law  that  drops  of 
water  run  together.  "  Take  of  me,  if  there  is  any- 
thing worth  taking,  and  give  of  yourself  to  me,"  is 
what  human  beings  are  saying  to  somebody  every 
day  and  hour  of  their  lives.  Man  cannot  profit- 
ably and  pleasantly  sail  over  the  sea  of  life  in  the 
Robinson  Crusoe  canoe  of  selfish  individualism. 
The  best  way  through  life  is  by  a  brother's  side, 
clasping  his  hand  for  mutual  help,  or  for  helping 
some  fallen  brother  who  needs  us  both.  Odd- 
fellowship  teaches  the  truest  and  noblest  friend- 
ship, a  friendship  based  on  sacrificial  service.  It 
may  well  be  questioned  if  there  can  be.a  friendship 
which  will  survive  the  test  of  years  founded  on 
anything  less.  We  talk  of  affinities,  but  they  fade  ; 
of  kindred  ties,  but  they  break.  But  here  is  taught, 
and  if  men  be  true  to  their  vows  practised,  a 
friendship  that  never  lets  go  its  hold ;  its  grip 
is  steel  like ;  its  links  are  adamant ;  its  sacrifice, 
unto  death  :  its  duration,  forever.  Adding  to  such 
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a  friendship  the  cardinal  virtue  of  truth  ;  uniting 
each  to  the  other  by  the  divinest  of  the  graces,  love, 
and  we  present  to  the  world  a  system  of  ethics, 
the  utility,  purity,  and  full-orbed  beauty  of  which 
must  not  only  secure  the  commendation  of  men, 
but  also  the  co-operation  of  all  who  desire  the  ad- 
vancement and  well-being  of  the  human  family. 
In  my  interpretation  of  Oddfellowship  I  give  love 
the  highest  place.  As  the  sun  is  the  centre  of  our 
solar  system ;  as  the  heart  is  the  centre  of  life, 
so  love  is  the  central,  all-conserving  and  enliting 
principle  of  our  Order.  While  in  the  old  and 
new  testaments  we  find  splendid  examples  for  our 
imitation,  and  numberless  precepts  for  our  guid- 
ance, yet,  to  my  mind,  practical  Oddfellowship  in 
its  bearing  and  doing,  in  its  acting  and  suffering, 
in  its  friendship  and  truth,  finds  clearest  statement 
and  sublimest  expression  in  the  thirteenth  chapter 
of  the  first  epistle  of  Paul  the  Apostle  to  the  Cor- 
inthians. As  the  apostle  gives  love  pre  eminence 
in  the  Christian  religion,  so  I  teach  its  supremacy 
in  Oddfellowship.  The  most  beautiful  thing  in 
the  world  is  friendship,  deep,  constant,  and  sacri- 
ficial. The  beautifullest  thing  in  friendship  is 
love.  The  grandest  thing  in  the  world  is  truth. 
The  greatest  thing  in  truth  is  love.  Love  will 
out-run  benevolence  j  iove  will  tarry  longer  than 
sympathy.  Love  will  stand  at  the  door  and  knock, 
and  wait  with  expectant  heart  and  widt-open  eyes 
long  after  sentiment  has  fallen  into  a  deep  sleep. 
Love  is  born  for  adversity,  for  the  storm,  the 
night,  the  sick  chamber,  the  solitary  hour,  for 
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poverty  and  disaster.  Love  will  see  the  man  and 
brother  where  the  proud  priest  and  the  self-consci- 
ous Levite  will  only  see  the  Samaritan  and  the 
sinner.  Love  never  faileth.  Turn  to  I.  Corinthi- 
ans, xiii.  chapter,  and  see  how  the  apostle  puts  it. 
He  says  it  is  greater  than  oratory,  "Though  I 
speak  with  the  tongues  of  men  and  of  angels,  and 
have  not  love,  I  am  as  sounding  brass  or  a  tinkling 
cymbal.  Call  to  mind  the  fact  that  it  was  to  the 
Greeks  Paul  thus  wrote.  How  fondly  would  their 
memories  go  back  to  the  palmy  days  of  their 
country's  history.  Israel  would  as  soon  forget  the 
names  of  the  twelve  tribes  as  the  Greeks  the  names 
of  their  orators.  A  rude  boy  whose  stammering 
tongue  had  provoked  the  mirth  of  his  school-fel- 
lows, had  gone  down  to  the  ocean  shore,  and  with 
the  solemn  roar  of  the  sea  surge  in  his  ears,  and 
its  white  pebbles  in  his  mouth,  had  mastered  an 
eloquence  which  swayed  as  by  magic  an  enraptured 
nation.  They  called  him  "  Demosthenes "  the 
strength  and  power  of  the  people,  and  admiring 
senators  hastened  to  vote  the  silver  tongued  a 
golden  crown.  He  spoke  not  only  with  the  tongues 
of  men,  but  almost  of  angels.  Now,  the  suns  of 
four  hundred  summers  had  been  shining  on  his 
grave,  the  fire  and  glow  of  his  eloquence  were  but 
dust  and  ashes. 

A  blind  old  bard  had  once  sung  this  nation  into 
ecstacies.  In  Homer  was  developed  the  divinest 
gift  of  song  ever  given  to  mortal  man.  From 
the  eternal  snows  of  The.s.caly,  to  the  smiling  val- 
leys of  Lydia  ;  among  the  echoing  rocks  of  the 
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Peloponnesus,  around  the  thunder-stricken  capes  of 
Taurus  ;  by  the  fountains  of  Samos,  and  the  rose- 
terraced  hills  of  Chios,  his  songs  had  floated  like 
sweetest  summer  music  on  the  ears  of  men,  but 
Homer  was  gone,  the  poems  had  out  lived  the  poet 
nigh  unto  a  thousand  years,  but  songs,  songster, 
and  fame  were  as  nothing  in  comparison  with  love. 

Again,  he  tells  them  that  love  is  greater  than 
knowledge,  prophecy  and  faith,  "And  though  I  have 
the  gift  of  prophecy,  and  understand  all  mysteries 
and  all  knowledge,  and  though  I  have  all  faith  so 
that  I  could  remove  mountains,  and  have  not  love, 
it  profiteth  me  nothing."  The  Greeks  had  the 
Delphic  oracle  as  part  and  parcel  of  their  national 
history.  Pythia  had  rehearsed  to  them  in  enig- 
matic phrase  the  will  of  the  gods,  and  the  decrees 
of  fate.  The  philosophy  of  Aristotle,  Plato  and 
Socrates  had  brought  many  a  laurel  to  the  tem- 
ple of  their  national  learning,  but  this,  and  all  else 
pertaining  to  my  story,  knowledge  and  faith  were 
as  nothing  compared  with  the  higher  and  holier 
acquisition  of  love.  Again,  he  tells  them  that 
love  is  greater  than  the  widest  benevolence,  and 
grander  than  the  most  heroic  sacrifice,  even  unto 
death.  "  And  though  I  bestow  all  my  goods  to 
feed  the  po  >r,  and  though  I  give  my  body  to  be 
burned,  it  profiteth  joe  nothing."  The  patriotic 
Greek  was  trained  from  his  sixth  year  to  under- 
stand that  the  highest  mission  of  his  life  was  to 
become  an  athlete,  that  he  migh  in  time  of  war 
give  a  splendid  body  in  defence  of  his  country's 
liberty.  But  this,  followed  by  devotion,  even  to 


14 

scourging,  imprisonment,  and  death  by  torture  or 
fire  availed  nothing  without  love.  Now  read  the 
apostle's  magnificent  delineation  of  this  the  divinest 
of  graces,  and  see,  as  you  follow  every  stroke  of  his 
master  hand,  a  complete  presentation  of  the 
principles  of  Oddfellowship. 

(1)  Love  is  patience,  "  for  itsuffereth  long  and  is 
kind."  Patience,  when  trials  thicken  and  friends 
fall  away,  and  misunderstandings  break  the  bowl 
from  which  we  drank  together  at  the  spring ; 
patience,  when  there  is  unfriendly  speech  on 
another's  lip,  stagnation  in  business,  and  a  cold 
corpse  beside  our  hearthstone.  (2)  It  is  content- 
ment, "for  it  envieth  not."  Tt  locks  with  un- 
jaundiced  eye  upon  another's  prosperity  ;  unlooses 
the  tongue  of  no  stinging  scandal ;  never  sandals 
the  foot  that  it  may,  in  an  afternoon's  travel, 
gather  fuel  to  destroy  a  neighbour's  character,  and 
never  begrudges  the  goods  and  honours  that  fall 
into  another's  hands.  (3)  It  is  humility,  for  "  it 
vaunteth  not  itself."  There  is  no  patronage  in  its 
smile,  no  condescension  in  its  nod,  no  recital  of 
self-achievement,  no  purchased  columns  of  eulogis- 
tic rhetoiic,  and  no  sculptured  lies  above  its  sleep- 
ing clay.  (4)  It  is  good  breeding,  for  "  it  does  not 
behave  itself  unseemly."  While  gracefully  insist- 
ing on  its  own  rights  it  remembers  others,  too,  who 
have  rights,  firm  in  its  own  opinions  it  does 
not  forget  that  others,  too,  have  opinions.  It 
controls  temper,  preserves  dignity,  is  always 
courteous,  and  has  a  tender  hand  for  a  brother's 
failings.  (5)  It  is  unselfishness,  for  "sheseeketh 
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not  her  own."  She  taketh  thought  for  the  wel- 
fare of  her  neighbour,  is  found  relieving  the  wants 
of  the  needy,  healing  the  wounds  of  sore  sad 
hearts,  planting  the  flowers  of  charity  and  good- 
will along  desolate  roads,  sowing  smiles  on  the  lips 
of  childhood  and  brightness  on  the  wrinkled 
features  of  old  age,  and  her  knock  is  heard  wher- 
ever poverty  breaks  her  hard  crust,  acd  sickness 
makes  its  wretched  bed.  (6)  She  is  innocence  and 
confidence,  for  "  she  thinketh  no  evil."  When 
others  err  she  remembers  that  her  own  judgment 
is  not  infallible.  Finding  some  things  hard  to  ex- 
plain she  puts  the  best  possible  construction  upon 
human  conduct,  and  is  never  carried  away  by  an 
idle  story,  whim  or  fancy.  (7)  She  is  reality,  "  for 
she  rejoices  in  the  truth."  She  loves  the  truth  and 
lives  it.  She  will  love  it  and  live  it,  though  she  has 
no  bread  to  eat  and  no  water  to  drink.  Martyr- 
like,  chained  to  the  stake,  the  faggots  piled  about 
her,  and  the  cruel,  curling  flames  gnawing  her 
quivering  flesh,  she  will  still  do  the  right,  rejoice 
in  the  truth,  and  with  both  hands  cling  to  the 
throne  of  the  eternal  God.  This  is  love  and  this 
is  Oddfellowship,  for  we  are  banded  together  for 
the  sake  of  friendship,  of  love,  of  truth,  of  good- 
ness, of  helpfulness ;  for  the  sake  of  manhood,  of 
womanhood,  and  of  childhood  ;  for  the  sake  of  all 
that  sweetens  and  enobles  life,  and  makes  for  the 
good  of  our  race. 

Brethren  have  I  in  my  address  correctly  voiced 
the  principles  of  the  Independent  Order  of  Odd- 
fellows 1  (Here  the  Oddfellows  present  simultane- 
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ously  lifted  their  right  hand.)  Brethren,  I  thank 
you  for  this  public  assent  to  the  gr^at  moral  truths, 
taught  within  the  lodge-room  by  the  most  im- 
pressive ceremonies  and  symbols ;  by  scriptural 
lectures  and  brotherly  admonitions,  and  therein 
covenanted  unto  in  pledges  of  the  most  binding 
character,  with  humble  prayer  to  the  Father  of  us 
all,  for  His  aid  in  the  discharge  of  those  sol- 
emn duties  we  owe  to  our  God,  to  our  race,  and  to 
ourselves.  And  now,  brothers,  I  demand  that  on 
your  part  there  shall  be  an  enlifement  of  these 
things.  Brother,  *'  to  thine  own  self  be  true,  and 
it  must  follow  as  the  night  the  day,  thou  canst  not 
then  be  false  to  any  man."  Brothers,  be  true  to  your 
pledges,  true  to  the  principles  of  our  Order  as  is 
the  needle  to  the  pole.  This  exhortation  of  mine 
which,  as  an  Oddfellow,  and  your  chosen  speaker 
of  to-day,  I  give  to  you,  is  a  message  to  each  and 
a  message  to  all,  not  less  a  message  for  each  be- 
cause it  is  for  all,  not  less  a  message  for  all  because 
it  is  for  each.  You  must  all  see  the  vital  relation 
of  conduct  to  the  work  in  which  you  are  engaged. 
Our  Order,  if  not  a  living,  breathing,  active  thing, 
is  but  a  farce.  Do  not  forget  that  it  has  taken 
two  thousand  years  to  build  Oddfellowship  j  not  its 
organization,  but  its  sanctities,  its  friendship,  love, 
truth,  its  growing  ideals  of  life.  We  are  heritors 
of  the  ages,  and  debtors  to  all  the  past.  It  has 
given  us  the  civilization  we  enjoy,  has  bequeathed 
to  us  the  wealth  of  human  thought  and  experi- 
ence ;  it  has  given  us  our  liberties,  and  has  passed 
down  to  us  its  heroic  examples.  So  then,  it  is  ours 
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to  give  back  our  blood  and  brain,  our  thought  and 
time,  our  labour  and  love,  to  the  great  world-life 
throbbing  around  us  to-day.  As  men  it  is  our 
bounden  duty  so  to  do ;  as  Oddfellows  there  rests 
upon  us  the  compulsion  of  love. 

In  the  City  of  Beyrout  there  was  recently  formed 
"  The  Society  of  Good  Intentions."  Are  there  not, 
think  you,  Oddfellows  sufficiently  schooled  in  the 
art  of  intending  as  to  entitle  them  to  admission 
into  such  a  brotherhood  ?  Brothers,  who  never 
move  out  and  on — Oddfellows  on  hinges — not  on 
wheels  !  Suffer  a  word  of  kindly  advice  my  easily- 
tired,  short-winded,  always  intending-but- never 
doing  brother ;  whose  good  deeds  are  so  short- 
lived, and  whose  practical  sympathy,  like  a  flicker- 
ing candle,  is  easily  blown  out  ;  I  pray  you,  I 
exhort  you  make  of  your  lodge-room,  not  a  ham- 
mock in  which  you  may  swing  pleasantly  through 
an  evening,  but  a  gymnasium  in  which  thy  pulse 
shall  throb,  thine  heart  shall  beat,  thine  eyes  see, 
thy  tongue  speak,  thy  whole  manhood  be  ener- 
gized for  a  life  of  labour  and  of  love.  And 
are  there  not,  perhaps,  a  few  of  our  number 
who  have  broken  their  vows  and  forgotten  their 
pledges — to-day,  friendship,  love  and  truth  lie 
bed-ridden  in  the  chambers  of  their  souls — they 
are  but  husks  and  seemings  of  brethren  who  shirk 
their  personal  duties  and  compound  with  their 
consciences  by  saying,  "My  dues  are  paid,  the 
lodge  will  attend  to  the  charities."  Shame  on  you 
recreant  Oddfellows,  if  such  be  present  to-day  ! 
Is  that  the  measure  of  your  brotherliness  ] 
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Go  back  over  the  years,  recall  your  initiation, 
remember  this  life  is  all  thou  bast  with  which  to 
confront  eternity.  He- live  the  degrees,  honestly 
confess  your  faults,  re-obligate  thyself  before  thy 
God,  and  thus  re-conditioned  stand  up  in  all  thy 
inches,  step  bravely  to  the  front  and  again  try 
love's  labour  for  thy  fellow  man.  A  word  or  two 
and  I  have  done.  Brethren,  I  dare  not  say  that 
Oddfellowship,  good  as  it  is,  is  all  you  need  for 
living  and  dying.  If  I  so  said,  the  principles  of 
our  Order  would  brand  me  as  a  time-server  and  a 
liar.  Brothers,  we  need  a  Saviour  as  well  as  a 
splendid  code  of  morals ;  forgiveness  for  past  sins 
as  well  as  high  and  noble  aims  for  the  days  to 
come ;  love  to  God  and  faith  in  the  Lord  Jesus 
Christ  as  well  as  love  to  our  fellows  and  truth  as 
the  guiding  star  of  our  life.  How  solemnly  this  was 
taught  me  this  morning  as  I  stood  by  the  bedside 
of  our  dying  brother,  Peter  McLaucblan.  After 
speaking  with  him  for  a  while  I  said,  "  Oddfellow- 
ship,  although  so  good  and  helpful,  is  not  all  we 
need,  is  it  my  brother?"  "Oh,  no,"  he  replied, 
"  Living  or  dying  we  want  Christ,  we  want  Christ." 
Brethren,  not  without  some  purpose  was  I  called  to 
see  our  dying  brother  to-day.  Heed,  I  pray  you,  his 
latest  message,  "  We  want  Christ,  we  want  Christ." 
Brethren,  Jesus  is  the  master  of  a  holy  guild, 
and  proffers  to  all  candidates  for  admission  there- 
in, the  noblest  oath  and  the  holiest  obligation  a 
man  can  take.  It  is  my  high  and  holy  privilege 
to  bring  candidates  to  the  master  to  be  sworn  upon 
the  Book.  Let  me  propound  to  you  the  oath. 
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Let  me  tell  you  its  terms.  Let  me  urge  you  to 
take  it.  Listen  :  "  Thou  shalt  love  the  Lord  thy 
God  with  all  thy  heart,  mind,  soul,  and  strength." 
That  is  the  first  section.  Tell  me,  as  lovers  of  the 
truth,  does  not  every  consideration  of  gratitude, 
of  goodness,  of  righteousness,  of  true  self-interest, 
and  of  peace,  commend  it  1  Brethren,  bend  be- 
neath the  cross  I  charge  you  and  take  the  vow. 
This  shall  be  the  password  you  shall  hear,  "  Ac- 
knowledge Him  in  all  thy  ways  and  He  shall 
direct  thy  steps."  Then,  as  Oddfellows  loyal  and 
true,  enlife  the  second  section  of  the  oath,  "  Love 
thy  neighbour  as  thyself,"  and  in  the  name  of  the 
God  whom  I  serve  I  promise  you  that  at  the  gates 
of  the  eternal  city,  your  honest,  manly,  brotherly, 
Godly  course  completed,  the  angels  will  stand  and 
listen  to  your  passwords  with  their  hands  on  the 
crystal  bar  ready  to  lift  it.  Speak  out  members 
of  the  Master's  holy  guild  !  "  I  acknowledged 
God  in  all  my  ways  and  hither  he  directs  my  steps." 
"  I  have  done  unto  others  as  I  would  they  should 
do  to  me."  Listen  !  the  answering  password 
comes  from  within  :  "  Admit  him,"  and  God  shall 
say,  "  Well  done  good  and  faithful  servant,  enter 
thou  into  the  joy  of  thy  Lord."  Amen. 
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